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LAURITZ MELCHIOR of the Metropolitan
Opera finds Luckies gentle on his throat...
even under this strain
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WITHTOBACCOTXPTRTS...
WITHMTHWHO KNOW TOBACCO BL
f ^AURITZ MELCHIOR is known
Cr>^ as the greatest Wagnerian
tenor in the world. His roles . . .
such as "Tristan"... are among the
most difficult—and hence the most
throat-taxing—in opera.So it means
a lot to every smoker when Mr.
Melchior says: "I prefer Luckies for
the sake of my throat."
Luckies are the one and only ciga
rette that employs the "Toasting"
process, the special process that re
moves certain throat irritants found

in all tobacco — even the finest.
And Luckies do use the finest
tobacco. Sworn records show that
among independent tobacco ex
perts— auctioneers, buyers, ware
housemen, etc. — Lucky Strike has
twice as many exclusive smokers as
all other cigarettes combined.
In the impartial, honest judg
ment of those who spend their
lives buying, selling and handling
tobacco...who know tobacco best
...it's Luckies — 2 to 1.

Luckies—A Light Smoke
EASY ON YOUR THROAT- "IT'S TOASTED"
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CORRESPONDENCE
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We will not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree tuith statements made in this department.

Sir:
I see that you are opening your cor
respondence columns to alumni so I
venture to ask your hospitality for a
few words about the vexed question of
Chapel. As editor of the COLLEGIAN,
I always stood up for Chapel, though
I cannot say that I attended it much
(if any) more than the law required.
The law, in those days, was once daily:
twice on Sunday.
Kenyon is a Church College. Every
penny given for its foundation and every
foot of ground it owns were obtained
on the understanding that it would
propagate the Christian Religion as re
ceived in the Anglican Church. That is
the primary purpose for which Kenyon
exists. It would seem an act of dis
honesty to depart from it.
It is a requirement of natural justice
that an institution (College, school,
hospital, etc) should be, whatever its
primary purpose, as good of its sort as
is possible. This obligation Kenyon has
nobly discharged. Its high rank as an
educational institution is stupor mundi.
Every alumnus and every under-graduate who has, in any' way, profited
from this circumstance, is a benefici
ary of the Church. It is certainly not in
accordance with the traditional Kenyon
Spirit that any such beneficiary should
wish to bite the hand that fed him. I
do not suppose that any does. I take
it that the whole argument is about
how best to serve the cause of the
Christian Religion as received in the
Anglican Church.
This being the case, it seems rather
specious to argue that, because Chapel
irks some men, it should be made op
tional. Religion, in a Church college,
should not be expected to play second
fiddle to secular activities and, if this
argument were good, it should first be
applied to them. It has always irked
some men to attend lectures and sit for

examinations, or, indeed, to read at all.
Very probably, their time at Kenyon'
"does them more harm than good."
Of course, the obvious answer is not
that lectures and examinations (as pre
requisite to graduation) be made option
al : but that such men should either learn
to "take it and like it" or go elsewhere
It is a large country! Kenyon need not
cease to be Kenyon because Freshman
Jones happens to disapprove of it.
It is true, as has been said, that you
can lead a horse to water but you can
not make him drink. That is "up to" the
horse in Latin, Math, and Dancing as
well as in Religion. All you can do is
lead him to water. That is what College
is for. Perhaps it is .just his misfortune
and nobody's fault if the horse turns
out to be an ass.
Faithfully yours,
THE REV. JOHN COLE MCKIM, '04

IN ....
December HIKA
An article by
Dr. Gordon Keith Chalmers
and
A short story

by
W. Vandivert Bernnard

A Square Deal awaits you at

Beckley's Sohio Station
Corner of Gambier and Mulberry St.

w

ORLEY'S
MEN'S WEAR
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

November 1937

Dear Sirs:
For some time before I entered Kenyon this fall I had made myself as fa
miliar as I could with the place by read
ing a lot of old copies of the HIKA and
the COLLEGIAN that belonged to a Kenyon friend of mine. I have always liked
to write, and as I poured over the pages
of the magazine the fantastic idea came
to me that I might stir up considerable
suspense around the campus myself by
each month slipping under the door of
the HIKA office some story of my own
writing signed in a mysterious nom de
plume which because of its pertinent
style and content the magazine could
not reject. I did not go so far as to de
cide just what these offerings would be
about, but somehow they were to get
all the students clamoring for "Author!
Author!" Then perhaps after the
stories had become a regular feature of
the magazine and had been appearing
for a year or more, I would finally let
myself be found in the midst of writing
one of them and my identity would be
come known.
But like the pipe dream that it was,
the idea left me soon after I got to
Kenyon, and, as I have been told so
often happens to freshmen in their first
few months at college, many of my old
ideals came tumbling down around me,
so that in trying to get readjusted I
find I have not given another thought to
wanting to write for HIKA. That is—
until now. But now I am a little afraid
of doing this. I have lost my old faith
in my writing ability. Again I feel a
desire to write something fine for HIKA,
and yet that doubt keeps me from doing
so. Perhaps my doubts are justified—
perhaps HIKA thinks freshmen too im
mature to have their stuff put in its
pages. I have often wondered whether
there are others in college who share
this fear with me.
Sincerely,
A FRESHMAN.

HIKA would like to encourage all
undergraduates who have a tendency to
write to submit papers to the magazine
whenever they like. Every paper will
receive careful consideration. Articles
may be published anonymously or under
a pseudonym if the writer prefers, but
it is necessary that his identity be
knoivn to us, or the article will he re
jected. — The Editors.

Your account solicited and appreciated

The People's Bank of Gambier
Member of Federal Deposit
Insurance Corporation

Steadily Pleasing Kenyon Men

J A M M E R ON 'S
For Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
in Gambier
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NIKA, a monthly magazine edited by students of Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio.
Contributing Editors:

J. L. Devine, Jr.;

Cruttenden, Manager;

Stuart W, Rose;

John Dickson, Chase Small.

Hugh R. Lawrence.
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Art Editor: Lawrence Kenyon.
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Circu'otion Staff: Carroll W. Prosser, Manager; Samuel Curtis.
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Alumni Staff: Richard Owen, Manager; Don E. Becker-
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favorite law with us (and she did) and if she
believed 'the present resurrection of womankind
etc.' was a just tendency, then it followed that
public morality was not a correct condition.
"Well, perhaps it isn't", she said darkly, and
turned away, satisfied.
We hesitate to point this out as the indication of
a trend, but we frown thoughtfully.

Profanity in Nu Pi Kappa

T

HE play, Yellow Jack, was a considerable
success, being masculine to a degree, and
also, we must admit, somewhat sensational
and heroic. Not that we object to heroics. We
just can't swallow them in earthy Kenyon scholars.
But there was a lot of fine verile cussing, which
kept the audience breathless when action didn t.
Sometimes the expectation of profanity had us
Hunting and Fishing
tense for whole minutes.
We come straight from our barber with a word
A woman who sat behind us brought to our
for
huntsmen and fishermen.
undivided attention an attitude toward cussing on
Ouail, rabbit, pheasant, and fox
the stage we had never suspected.
are
plentiful this year. Down along
Dale Shaffer got off the first curse
the
river
valley near and around the
, >
of the evening, if we remember
Bayou,
which
has been unusually
correctly.
dry
this
season,
pheasant and rab
"Oh dear!" said the woman be
WI
bit
are
thick.
Our
barber was out
hind us, taking a quick little breath.
with his beagle and spotted eight
Then she became all tense, wait
pheasants, after stumbling and fight
i '>
ing for more.
ing his way through crowds of rab
"By God!" roared Shaffer in
bits, and, missing every shot because
another speech.
he
was using last year's shells. He
"Oh dear!" gasped the woman.
wanted
to bag some birds before
Then she laughed uncertainly, set
I
starting
on
the rabbits, but when he
tled back a little more confidently,
hegan
to
weary
and thought he had
as people do after the first descent of
better
get
his
rabbits
then after all,
the roller coaster. She breathed
he
couldn't
find
any
rabbits any
easier every passing moment.
where.
He
says
that's
the
way it is.
"This is true to life, isn't it?" she
J
Dj
Several
years
ago,
foxes
ran over
remarked with satisfaction a little
the
countryside
and
even
into
town
later in the performance.
MY GOD, "THE- STYLE-V1
as plentifully as dogs. Then the
state put an open season on them
and they became scarce. There is still an open
season 011 fox, but people just don't go out and
We the People
shoot them anymore, our barber says. Many sports
men around the vicinity have foxhounds and have
One of our favorite inexorable laws is that as
come to enjoy a good fox chase. If they hear that
women approach men in social authority and
you have gone and wantonly shot a fox, they'll just
economic independence, public morality falls pro
as likely have your hide as not, our barber warns us.
portionately. In an argument with a determined
Never having heard of real foxhunting being
feminist who is elated and somewhat smug about
carried
on around here before, we looked into it
what she calls 'the present resurrection of woman
more
exactly.
The village iconoclast set us straight
kind out of servitude and unjust moral confine
011
the
matter.
ment' we pointed out that if she believed in our

r
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"Oh yeah, they have what you might call
foxhunts," he said. "Some of the boys has hounds.
They get together of a Sat'dy out in a cornfield
with a keg of hard cider '11 turn out the hounds to
rut out a fox. None of 'em follers the dogs atall.
They just sets by the cider and bets on whose
hound is ahead. They can tell by the bayin' whose
dog is. Most of 'em never seen a fox 'cept one they
picked up dead in a field some 'ers, died a fever or
age. I been to plenty of hunts, but I never seen the
fox yet."
The fishing, however, has some realities. The
state recently stocked the Kokosing, and then too,
when the dam at Millwood went out, the big fish
could come farther up the river. And so they have.
Down under the Gambier St. bridge that crosses
the Kokosing east of town, we have seen eight
inchers and over. Our barber tells of two and three
pound bass being taken this summer, which, he
says, is good for these parts.
But the best spot, according to him, is a stretch
of river in toward Mt. Vernon, just west of the
second wagon bridge from here. A railroad friend
of his, who works this section, has walked along
the tracks by the river and watched the big fish
leap for handfuls of gravel he's thrown into the
water. "Think what they'll do for bait!" says our
barber.

Concealed Flame
The true elemental character is the waiter in
the Commons who hates everyone who sits down
at his table.
The I'si U's are okay," he says. "They never
eat much. Just peck at it. I never have to bring
any dessert."
4k^

"Slow eaters get you down?" someone asked
him.
"Geez, yeah ! I like guys like Morgan or Larry
Kenyon. They're done in no time. But Sundays,
do I hate Sundays! These guys come in an' want
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three tomato juices, or grapefruit AND tomato
juice I!******! Three tomato juices! This guy
Hugh Lawrence gets three Sunday and tells me
I'm lucky, he got five last Sunday. Why ***!!!!
"Coffee and tea now. I used to ask 'em, but
now I bring in six and two and let 'em fight for it.
Somebody always takes the extras."
khe fuzzies are easy. They don't know from
nothin' and you can bring in anything or less, they
don't holler."
4ir

"But some of these guys! Some of these guys!

Uncertainties Numbered
HIKA'S statistics department offers its first
vital figures of the year after having completed a
year-long survey.

Accepting from the first that the chiefest class- ;
room offense is the generalization of specific mat
ters, made by either professor or student, and that
there must be some one habitual expression that
contributed above all others to the repetition of
this offense, we determined to discover it. And
here it is: it's "MORE OR LESS," leading the
nearest contender "I thiiinnnnk," by a considerable
neck. Records taken in five three-hour classes for
two semesters showed that "MORE OR LESS I
was used two and one-eighth times per class
session.

There is a modification of this figure, however.
We have counted as quasi-generalizations those
declarations of true fact to which were appended
this expression, "MORE OR LESS," thereby j
rendering the declaration weak and uncertain. If
the pure generalizations only were counted which
were augmented in futility by "MORE OR LESS" i
the number per class session is one and threesixteenths. But this is still pretty bad.
HIKA /of

A Study in Obstetrics
By Hugh R. Lawrence

O

UTSIDE the glass enclosed nursery in her
office, the nurse-in-charge sat at her desk,
the picture of efficiency. She was calculating
charts of the babies' diets, weights, and general
health. Occasionally, she would permit a proud
father and his friends to press close against the
glass inner wall, to admire a newborn, identified by
a number on the crib which would be wheeled
up to the glass.
Then, as she completed her task, the silent
white elevator doors slid apart and a white-gowned
man stepped out. Dr. Roberts, the Resident Ob
stetrician, opened the office door, admitting the
faint, but pungent odor of ether and disinfectant,
so peculiar to hospitals. He looked tired and worn.
He had seen St. Luke's rise from an old-fashioned,
inefficient nursing home to the vast modern
scientific dream that it was. The hint of ob
stinacy around his set mouth and jaw was evident,
yet his eyes were kind and crinkly around the
corners. On his bald spot baby hairs quivered, as
they did when he became agitated.
But behind his white frayed temples, there was
still a humane, loving mind. Dr. Roberts lived for
his work, for his tiny patients. From the time
his interne pressed them into life, till they left
the hospital a few weeks later, he cared for them
as though each one were his own.
Today he looked worried. He didn't peer thru
the glass at the sleepy little tots, chuckling at
their antics and at their funny expressions. In
stead he snapped at the nurse,
'Well, have they been back?"
No Doctor. No reporters or photographers have
been allowed on this floor.
We've even issued
cards to all visitors who may come to see their
own babies."

Well, Good! See that no person without the
proper credentials gets near here. Understand?"
"Yes, Doctor."
I he father has promised these show people
that they may see his dear son—Yes, Dear
is the word all right! a real father he is! All he
cai es
about now is that the poor little
tot will earn enough in a cheap sideshow to sup
port his fond parents in luxury for the rest of
their useless lives. He has no heart for pity. • .for
love. . • all he thinks of is money. Money! And his
wife s as bad! Maternal instinct—bah ! A precious
His
pair of ignorant, money-loving foreigners!
chart!"
November 19 AT

"Here, Doctor."
"Hm . . hm . . Normal in every way, except . . .
Well, how can we help him? I wish I knew! Well,
don't sit there, take me in to him! I'm sorry,
Wilson, but with all this rumpus, my nerves
are on edge."
"Certainly, Doctor."
The nurse tied a gauze mask over the lower
part of the Doctor's face and, slipping another
one over her head, led him into the nursery.
The Doctor tiptoed over to number seven, bent
over the crib, and pulled back the covers. He
looked down at the baby's face for only a second,
then he gently covered him up and turned to
the nurse. Only two blurred eyes were visible
over the mask.
"And they want to exhibit him, as they would
a caged animal!"
He walked out, as the nurse replaced the
covers. Inside the ante-room, he ripped off the
gauze pack and strode out of the nursery office.
Once again in the elevator he blew his nose
violently.
Again the white doors slid back. Dr. Roberts
crossed the corridor and entered his office. There
he seated himself at his desk, neat and tidy as
the walls of the room were white. He leaned back
in his swivel chair, his arms folded in his lap. He
frowned, lost in his thoughts
He had entered the surgery .... ... A nurse
plunged the sterile, pliable gloves on over his
hands. He wore a white gauze mask.
"The patient is ready, Doctor."
He walked across the room to the operat
ing table where, strapped down, her thighs braced
from below, lay the sheeted form of a woman.
"Has the morphine been given?"
"Yes Doctor."
"Start the carbon-dioxide."
Dr. Roberts examined the woman, made the
necessary incision. "Forceps." The circular, flatnosed instrument went to work. The woman
quivered. "More carbon-dioxide!" Then, as the
delivery progressed, he paused for a second. The
interne and the nurses by his side exclaimed
sharply. The Doctor's eyes blinked, widened. He
started to say something, it was inaudible through
the mask. He continued his work. Th-e baby was
born. He cut the umbilical cord, placed him placed what?—into the interne's hands. "Eject

7

the mucous—quickly!" He worked for a few more
seconds. "Take the patient out!"
He went at once to the table where the in
terne was staring horribly at the now breathing,
blanketed baby.
"Look, Doctor! It's—it's — what is it, Doctor?
He pulled back the blanket. 1 here it lay, a
sad, terrible sight. He studied the form—no arms
—fingers growing out of the shoulders—no
legs—a bloated, balloon-like abdomen. He picked
up an eye-cup, parted an eyelid, injected silvernitrate. Then he examined the lower regions again. What to do? Well, hopeless, perhaps! Still
one can never tell.
"Don't take it to its mother until you hear from
me. Place it in the nursery at once. And re
member—what goes on in a hospital stays inside
the hospital!"
"Yes, Doctor."
He went into the ante-room, removed his mask,
gloves, bathed his hands. \\ ell, at last it had come.
He'd dreaded even the very thought of such a
case since he had started practicing. What could
he do? Should he let the deformed babe live on,
or run the risk of censorship by doing away with
it? He'd often wondered just what he'd do. Hm.
He'd find out only too soon! But what should he
do? First, an X-ray. There might still be some
chance
"No, Mr. Minoski. I gave those orders. I'm
sorry, but I can't permit you to see your son un
til we have taken several X-rays. There seems to
be a queer condition of the abdominal region—
set in at birth. We must examine that more close
ly before you may see him. It is imperative that
it be done at once."
"Whatta you mean, Doc? Is he all right? What's
th' matter with him—ain't he—gonna be all right?"
"Well. Mr. Minoski, his condition is pretty seri
ous, but we are doing all that we can—"
"Hey, listen. What is it? Ain't he like my other
kids were? What did you do to him?
"Now, it's all right—you just wait
"No, I won't. You let me see him. If you did
anything to him, I'll—"
"No! You'll see him shortly, but now it's I'm—"
"Take me to him right away! He's my kid
ain't he—and I wanta see what's th' matter with
him!"
"All right, but I warned you! He isn't quite
normal, and he must have lots of treatment that
only we can give—"
"Listen, you! Come on! Show him to me—and
if—"

"Gees, Doc, ain't there nuttin' you can do? He—
he don't look like a kid, does he? — Aw, Doc,
what did you do to him? Yeah! dhat s it. I ll bet
you did it! You hurt him, somehow!"
"Now, quiet down. There may be something
that we can do. Others have been helped!
We're
"
"He isn't like them—can't you see! — he ain't
got no arms, no legs—his fingers is growin' out
of his sides—and his belly—it ain t—it ain't natur
al ! Yeah! You did it — yeah — you — I'm gonna
get you for hurtin' him, you—you—"
"Look out, Doctor, he's going for you! There,
you fool, take that!"
"Uhh—hh thank you, orderly, He—he went
berserk for a second—not that I blame him any—
it was rather a shock—God!—if only those X-rays
show something tangible!—Poor little freak. 1 ake
this man out and give him a sedative—then let
him go home. But be sure that he isn't allowed
to see his wife—she must be spared this for a
while! Oh, yes—and send the X-rays down to my
office as soon as they come through."
"Good Morning, Mrs. Minoski, how are you feel
ing this morning?"
"Doctor, where's my baby? Why doesn't my hus
band come to see me? The nurse said that my
baby was sick—and that you didn't want my hus
band to come 'cause he'd excite me. But I'm all
right now; it wasn't nearly as bad as last time!
Please, Doctor, let him come—and I want to see
my baby!"
"Mrs. Minoski, your baby is being well cared
for — he isn't very well — just a little bit Hck *
he'll soon be over it—but, you must be patient,
and you'll see him in a few days!"
The door flew open. "Minna, Minna—th kid
ain't right—he ain't got no legs—no arms—he's
gonna die—he ain't right! And this damn Doctor
is the one who did it— Minna, Minna—Oh, Doc,
what's wrong with her—no—no—I didn t mean to
hurt her—Doc—She's all right—ain't she?"
Doctor Roberts bent over the bedside— felt the
woman's pulse.
"Nurse, she's just weak. Attend to her. Now.
Minoski you get out! And don't come back till
you've given your wife a rest! You brought this
on. She must rest, be quiet. Now get out!
"Listen, yon — she's my wife, ain't she? And
as for you! I'm going to a friend of mine what *
up in the game—He'll fix you all right—YouH
be sorry you ever hurt my son! I'll go to my
(Continued on pagv 10)
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And Kenyon's Heart

Transition in a college like Kenyon brings with it certain
pangs of sadness. Sometimes this transition involves the
death of one or more of the men whose personalities have
colored the whole atmosphere of the place. Last year Kenyon
lost four fine old professors, three of them within two
months, and the fourth in the late spring. For these men—
Dr. Lord, Dr. Radford, Dr. Janes, and Dr. Walton "Kenyon's
heart still holds a place."
Dr. Robert Somerville Radford, Greek Professor at Ken
yon since 1925, died a year ago this month, on November
seventh, 1936, after a. brief two day illness. We present this
paper, written shortly after his funeral, as a tribute to the
memory not of Dr. Radford alone, but of all four of these
men and what they have been to Kenyon.
The Editors.

F

ROM the confusion of the crowd pressing off
the football field 'knots of students merge into
the long column that moves up a hill toward
a campus. Their voices, laughing
and eager, reflect their high spirits.
Dwarfed below them, a hundred and
fifty cars crowd into line to file from
the field to the road. Ahead, from its
spire the college bell proclaims the
final outcome of the game,
The
students, in a proud procession,
reach the hilltop and soon all but a
\
few stragglers have disappeared in
to the various divisions. The bell,
overhead now, peals loudly, exult
antly. Kenyon has won.
U V
A half hour has passed . . . Now,
in scattered groups of twos and
threes, handfuls of students move
slowly, solemnly down the campus
to the chapel.
M ithout their usual indifference
they enter and file
to seats. In
the reverent silence of the nave
they are soon deep in memories of a long familiar
figure, so that they are hardly conscious of the
gentle notes of the organ that begin to fill the
place. 1 hen they are standing, watching awe
struck as a casket is borne past them down the
aisle and brought to rest before the altar—It is
such a short casket.
Once again they see him—this beloved old Greek
Professor—shuffling down Middle Path, his pudgy,
round head bent, his spectacles perched low on his
uose, a downward turn to the corners of his poutmg niouth, with a briefcase hanging from one arm.
Dead.J In a sense, yes. But death could never
depiive these and former students of all he has
fieen to them. And so it is hard for many to realize
the finality of the occasion.
?•

November 1937

Just three days before some of them had sat in
his classes. His sudden illness in one of them had
provoked the same affectionate bantering comment
with which they received everything he did. Only
when he had been found shortly after at his office
desk, mumbling incoherently (some say, in Greek)
to himself and trying to write on a piece of paper
which was not even under his pencil did they
realize the danger. And when the next day they
had felt him slipping away from them as he lay
in his hospital bed, how helpless and lost they had
felt. Probably they had foreseen the outcome;
still they had refused to give him up. Then in the
early hours yesterday he had passed away.
How lovable he had been. Those
who knew him best could never
speak of him without affection and
respect. They recall the pranks
:
they had played in his classes and his
frequent outbursts of temper at
them. How hurt he would be if for
a time these same pranks were dis
continued! They recall how such ex
cuses as "crew practice on the Kokosing" had occasionally dismissed
them from his class a half hour
early. To some of the freshmen he
is best remembered for his peculiarly
muffled and much imitated voice
on the phone insisting one of his
students be told that unless he made
up a certain quiz before a fixed time
the following night he would "flunk
the co'se."
All will miss him, though not all
have known him personally. Those who have not
have grown to admire and respect him for what
they have seen of him or learned through the
tradition of the place. Gone now is their chance
to work under him and to know him better. Hav
ing had none of his courses, they can never know
fully how much of Kenyon they have missed. Few
of them realize that he was considered by many
one of the outstanding Ovidian scholars in
America and that his death cut short a work on
the lives and writings of the greatest Latin poets.
His visible accomplishments were but a small part
of his ambitions. There was much left unfinished
in the form of notes so sloppy that they will
probably never he deciphered.
From their musings all these students are now
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aroused as the organ softly introduces Handel's
Largo. They rise to watch unbelievingly as the
casket is borne past them and out of the chapel.
For several moments there is silence, then high
up in the chapel tower a bell tolls once. It is over.
Kenyon has lost.
The organist's fingers linger 011 the keys now
and slowly students move from the chapel. Out
side few words are spoken. Speech seems strangely
superficial.
But in each heart a figure is impressed that will
live as long as college impressions last. It is the
figure of a bespectacled old man shuffling along . . .
The chapel bell tolls once more, and when the
echo of the first stroke has died out, it tolls again,
then again.
Perhaps there are some who imagine him as
returning to his classroom and, looking pleadingly
at the strange cpiietness and seriousness of the
students seated there, asking perplexedly,
"Well now, gentlemen, no horseplay?"
No, "Uncle Bobby", no more horseplay.

Time Marches
These are difficult times at
\
7
Kenyon as the rigors of meta\/'V
morphic duress lie unobtru
sively like leaves in the
4w
corners of the buildings.
&
v
Some are lit by spirited
&
arsonists, some disseminated
by brown suedes supporting
disgruntled stomachs, while
others go unnoticed. With
all this atmosphere, we still
have cause for unstinted
thanksgiving. No longer does
the campus ring with "PeepPeep," "Wood smokes," and
"Devine did it"; no longer
are our ears profaned with_
"You know it, Shamansky,"
and "Now you're speaking
Egypt." The freshmen no longer ask with awe
struck faces, "Was Fat really a chorus man?" Just
the other day we heard someone say that he
liked toast and bacon. Not all lectures are now
considered ordeals to be put up with, Going to
chapel in the middle of the night is no longer re
quired, and even the brass throat behind the lec
tern is mollified by some peaceful snores and the
pleasant rustle of magazines.
S. W. R.
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A Study in Obstetrics
(Continued from page 8)
pal Jim. He'll know what to do. He works on th^
Times."
"I don't care what you do, but get out! Let
your wife alone, until she's better. We're do
ing* all we can for your baby. I'm calling a
consultation today with two other Resident
Physicians."
"Okey, Doc, I'll go, but you're gonna remember
what you did to my kid, and it's gonna hurt!"
"No, Roberts, I'm afraid that there is noth
ing* we can do for the case. There just isn't
any bone there to work on. There's only skin
where the limbs should be. Just a freak. I can't
even explain it."
"Yes, I was afraid. That's your opinion too,
Smith ?"
"Exactly, and I can make no diagnosis, either."
"Do you think that bone could be grafted
in? Could we chance an operation?"
"Impossible. The trunk cannot be opened up
without instantaneous hemorrhage, which would
be impossible to stop. The arteries are not
normal!"
"Well, that settles the question of any oper
ation, I'm afraid—"
Dr. Roberts stood by his office window, look
ing far below into the night. The street lights
many floors
below him, suddenly went out as
though some invisible hand had snuffed them
out. His fist clenched. That was the way out!
He must for the sake of the baby—to save its
parents' anguish. Hm. Then that fool of a father
would accuse him of doing away with his child.
The irony of it! He would only be doing the
right thing. Why did such things have to be?
Surely it wasn't the baby's fault. Still, one can't
destroy any form of human life without suffer
ing some penalty, some criticism. He didn't care
for himself, but his work — that must go 011!
No, he couldn't put the baby away, but—?
—"And so, Doc, I guess we won't be troubling
you much more. I'm sorry I got sore. Can th'
Missus and th' kid get out pretty quick, now?
TIC show guy says th' sooner we get started, th'
sooner th' jack piles up. I guess it ain't too
tough th' kid turned out to be a freak. Christ!
In a year we'll be takin' it plenty soft!"
"So—you're really going to let your own son
be exhibited in a freak show, so that all the
(Continued on page 21)

HIKA for

Supper at Holtzers'
By John C. Neff

A

S the room grew dimmer with evening, Paul
pushed farther back into his chair. It was
a big leather chair and its cool sides helped
him forget the stuffiness of the room. Through
the window at his side he could see where the lilac
bush was beginning to bloom. Or at least he
thought he could see, in the twilight; but in all
probability his imagination was running wild with
him again, the way it had been for the past week.
It had been carrying him Lord knows where, get
ting him into all sorts of embarrassing situations.
One morning he had actually forgotten to shave
the little tufts of beard that only lately had ap
peared on his chin; and another time, while he was
sitting on the bench in the park, he fell so deep into
his day dreams that he completely forgot about
coming home for supper. His father had spoken to
him about it. "Now listen, Paul, there ain't any
excuse staying away from supper like that. Be
sides, your mother don't like to be kept waiting
and worrying all the time."
When it came to that, Paul doubted whether
his mother could ever be worried about anything,
except herself. For as well as he could remember,
Mrs. Holtzer, a harsh obese woman of forty,
seemed interested in only one thing: herself. Even
her husband was secondary in her life, though
every now and then Paul had noticed his mother
play the baby with her husband, fawning him and
whispering into his ear. The remainder of the
time, her abuses echoed through all five rooms of
their little house.
As Paul shifted in his chair and pressed his
shoulders back, he let his eyes drift over the room.
1 he dimness was cut by a small lamp near which
Mr. Holtzer was .scanning the evening paper.
Above the mantlepiece hung a large picture of
Miagara Falls, a view taken from the Canadian side.
Directly opposite was tacked a brilliantly colored
Indian print that Paul's mother had picked up
somewhere in Woolworth's. At the door, just as
you went out of the house, you found a small oval
nfirror. Save for these three decorations—Niagara
a'ls, India, and your reflection—the walls were
finite bare. The floor was badly carpeted, and
near Mr. Holtzer's chair were black spots where he
nul dropped pipe ashes. Between himself and his
November 1937

father, Paul could see his sister, Rose Mary, sitting
at the piano. The noise dug into his ears and
stuffed through his body until he felt he must heave
himself out of his chair and leave the house.
But just then his mother stuck her head around
the corner. Even in the duskiness, Paul could see
the beads of perspiration that glistened on her
forehead. She was chewing on something, smack
ing her hps and swallowing hard. "Come on!" she
cried between chews. "Supper's wait'n'! Come on!"
She disappeared again.
Paul's father remained seated. Rose Mary con
tinued playing. Paul himself felt inclined to stay
deep in his chair and drift off into dreams about
Christine again. Rather than making an effort to
go into the kitchen, Paul watched the line of
smoke thrusting up over the edge of his father's
paper and making a sudden dash toward the heat
of the lamp. In the glow of the light the man's
hands were a dark yellow—as yellow, indeed, as
Rose Mary's hair.
"Come on! Supper's wait'n! Come 011!" His
mother had cried out a second time. Without rais
ing his head or opening his eyes, Paul was
conscious of the strong kitchen odors: the stew
with its fiat-smelling
dumplings and its heavy
cubes of beef, the steaming potatoes and the hot
coffee. He could hear his mother mumbling in her
work, and the clicking of plates and silverware.
Rose Mary had stopped playing and his father
sucking his pipe. There was a moment's silence.
"Hey! Ain't ya coming, or what?"
Getting up from his chair, Paul saw Rose Mary
and his father rush before him into the kitchen
without so much as a glance in his direction.
They seemed unaware of his existence. Ah! but
wait. They'd soon be all ears, when he began tell
ing his story!
"I'll have more potatoes!" commanded (R'ose
Mary. The potatoes were passed in a large brown
bowl. She scooped some out and mounted a great
chunk of butter on top of them. Paul looked up
from his plate of stew and beans. He watched his
father shove a dumpling onto his fork with a
greasy, dripping forefinger. When the dumpling
had disappeared, the finger followed into the mouth
with a slippery sucking sound. Then it came out,
11

clean and shiny. On his other side, Paul's mother
was pouring coffee down her throat, and her large
adam's apple was bobbing up and down like a
bouncing ball. Her little finger stuck out stiff as
she lifted the fork. Its nail was a deep Chinese
red.
No one spoke save when something was needed.
More potatoes, more coffee, more dumplings, more
stew. Paul's mother was munching her food,
his father was gulping his, and Rose Mary was
clapping her lips. How could he ever talk about
the sweet gentle Christine at a time like this? How
could they ever understand what was in his heart
when all they were thinking of was food and how
much they could devour?
Suddenly Mr. Holtzer sneezed. Then, drawing
his sleeve across his face he saw the alarm clock
on top the ice box. It read slightly after seven.
He turned to Paul and said: "Get Amos and
Andy!" When Paul was in the living room he
heard his father's thick voice again. "Can't hear!
Louder!"
Soon Amos and Andy were filling
the very
house, to the satisfaction of the three in the
kitchen. But not to Paul's. He had gone restlessly
back to his chair in the corner. Immediately
thoughts of Christine loomed through his mind,
sending a vague pain through his body. Their life
together would be different. They would be every
thing to each other. And, Lord, when he carried
his bride over the threshold! The pressure of her
body soft in his arms would be exciting! He was
feeling very warm and light now, and his young
wife seemed weightless.
"Hey!" barked his father, suddenly. Paul
jumped to his feet. "Say! Ain't you going to help
your mother? Here she works all day, and there
you sit like a dummy." Paul went into the kitchen
mechanically, wondering when he was ever going
to tell his story.
He found his sister talking about the boy she'd
been out with last night. "Yeah, he was all right
by me. All right until he got fresh." The girl
laughed.
"Got fresh, did he ? Got fresh ? Listen ! you keep
away from those kinds of guys. Hear? Keep
away!"
"Oh, it wasn't nothing, ma. It was all right."
"All right! All right! I'll say it wasn't all right.
What'd he do? How far'd he go?" The excited
woman was pouring out question after question,
without waiting for answers. Her arms were
folded heavy over her breasts. The knots in her
hair resembled a pile of wrapping cord.
"Well, for God's sake. Can't I see Joe once in a
while? What's wrong with seeing Joe once in a
while? Can't I handle myself?" demanded the girl.
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"Well, just the same. Just the same, you better
loo'k out. I won't have any trouble in this house.
Not me. You better look out." Mrs. Holtzer saw
Paul watching- them. "Here now! You pay atten
tion to what you're doing!"
Paul knew what to expect. It was the same
every time. He saw his mother glance sharply at
Rose Mary, and then the girl meandered slowly out
of the room, with a hesitation in her step, like a
manikin.
In twenty minutes, Paul was back in the living
room. Now was the time! Now he could talk at
last! His father was slumped deep in a chair and
Rose Mary was standing near the window, looking
toward the street corner. Presently, his mother
strode into the room with a long red carrot stick
ing from her mouth. She was ruminating like a
cow. The noise sent shivers up and down his body.
And watching his mother, he saw her fall into a
chair and throw her arms over her breasts, hiding
them, pressing- them deep into her body as though
she were jealous of them. Slowly, the bright red
vegetable found its way down her throat. Then
there was a long dead silence.
Exactly what Paul wanted. The moment had
arrived for making his confession. He cleared his
throat and walked over to take a look at Niagara
Falls. He began by telling about the work he had
been doing all day. About his little achievements
and failures. And then he told how he liked going
to the park and sitting on the bench there. There
were birds in the park nowadays, and the lilacs
were coming into bloom. "And do you know, this
spring I've come to know the most wonderful
creature in the world. Well, you can't imagine
how much I—."
*:
"Say!" shouted Mrs. Holtzer. "That reminds
me. The show at the Lyric. 'Love Me In The
Springtime' is playing again tonight. We oughta
go!" she cried, talking to her husband.
Paul's heart fled from his body. Without his
knowing it, Rose Mary had slipped off to her room.
They hadn't even been listening. All this careful,
all this beautiful talk wasted.
"But," he began again, "I was going to tell you
of the most wonderful—." It was no good. His
mother had evidently been lost in a sea of her own
thoughts that had now come like a wave to wash
everything before her. Just as she went out the
door with her husband, she turned toward Paul
and laughed. "Go to bed, son. You'll be all right
in the morning!"
And the door hadn't been closed five minutes
when Rose Mary appeared with her hat and coat
011. She, too, was leaving. Not even to her could
he tell his news. As if she expected Paul to ask
(Continued on page 22)
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¥ T WAS a bright, warm
comes off the floor, it is
Fall day on Kenyon's
always drive and fight
campus. On the path
with Bob; he is hard to
between Rosse Hall and
1
conquer.
y
the Commons a line of
But "Big Bob" is much
1 ' purple-and-white
capped
more than just a muscle
youths stood listening at
man. In spite of the time
"ii
tentively to a tall blonde
that he spends on basket
fellow pacing the grass in
ball and track, he has
^ik
front of them. It had
managed to do sufficient
.
taken a lot of duck-wal'kjustice to the books to
/
ing, wheelbarrow racing,
maintain a scholarship and
general calisthenics and a
to keep himself on the
good lecture to teach these
honor roll for two con
freshmen that it is not the
secutive years. It has not
best policy to rebel against
been easy, for until recent
the sophomores.
ly he also held down a
/
Thus was this year's
week-end job in Mount
entering class officially in
V ernon.
troduced to Bob Rollins,
It might also be said
ON
\
President of the Kenyon
that Bob does a consci
ROBERT R. ROLLINS
Klan. They won't forget
entious job in regard to
him, if for his action in
the activities of his fra
President of the Kenyon Klan
this crisis alone. Nor will
ternity — Delta Kappa
they think him wet. Bob
Epsilon, and that he is a
handled the thing just right and gave the Klan a
charter member of the Economics Club.
lot of prestige. He is far too good-natured to
Most of us know him, however, as "Doc" Rollins
remain long on unfriendly terms with anyone. All
or the "Doghouse Kid." Both names have reference
of us recognize Boh as one of Kenyon's finer men.
to his position as caretaker of the dispensary in
Until Bob took it over this year, the Klan was
Rosse Hall. He has done his best in this, as in all
essentially a club for lettermen; but under his able
things, and has made a serious effort to know what
leadership the organization has been put 011 a firm
it's all about. So that he might be better qualified
financial basis, and has provided an incentive for
for the job, he read several medical books and
Kenyon athletes, who in the past have felt the lack
consulted the town's doctors.
of recognition for their efforts, even though they
This serious attempt to do things well and his
"fight not have admitted it. Already it has done
efforts
to bring about an improvement in the medi
itself credit in such social functions as its banquet
cal
service
of the college show the kind of stuff
and the Dad's Day celebration and program. Just
that Bob is made of. He is always considerate of
ask any member of the Klan if he isn't taking them
others and can be depended 011 for a favor if it
places.
is at rill possible for him to do so.
Bob gained entrance to the Klan by earning his
From college Bob will go into either theater
basketball letter in his sophomore year. Then and
management or the steel business, he tells us.
ever since, he has been known as one of the most
If a determination to do a thing right and to for
valuable players 011 the team. It is not that his
ward the best interests of others, and an ability
size is such an asset nor that he has great prowess
to meet and get along with people are as helpful
m the game—he is a very ordinary player—but his
as we think. Bob should be assured of success in
fighting spirit has made him indispensable to the
whichever of these fields he chooses.
team. From the time he enters the game until he
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Entrance To College Park
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LizxaxuBy Hugh R. Lawrence
AND SO VICTORIA, by Vaughan Wilkins,
Macmillan Co., New York, 1937.
In the fall of 1933 Hervey Allen published a
lengthy, new type of historical novel: Anthony
Adverse. Since then, due to the popularity of that
great work, similar novels have appeared, trac
ing the careers of fictitious characters through in
triguing situations in the great transitional periods
of world history. Vaughan Wilkins has done this
in his recent best seller: And so—Victoria.
To have been behind the scenes with the family
of George the Fourth of England, according to
Wilkins' vivid and most shocking picture of in
trigue, scandal and romance around that throne,
would have contented the most prying reporter
for any modern tabloid. The actual horror of ex
isting conditions out of which the Great Empress
arose seems so stunning to the reader, that until
the sweet refreshing romance of "Tops" and
Margaret comes into being, he is interested in the
novel merely for the sake of poignant, gripping,
but sordid scenes of life in the England of the
early nineteenth century.
It is puzzling at first to determine the real heri
tage of "Tops", Christopher Harnish, the home
less waif who rises to manhood in the course of
the book. Wilkins has traced the career, from
early childhood to maturity, of an illegitimate
relative of King George the Fourth. The very
presence of this child and his later development in
fluences Victoria's ascension to the throne.
At the opening of the saga "Tops," as a tool in
the hands of unscrupulous men, one of whom
ls a close yet unknown relative, is framed in
an attempted assasination of the infant Princess,
Victori a. Then, coming into his manhood, he
works against his own 'kin, to finally defeat the
deadly plot of revolutionists to prevent Victoria's
coronation. He plays a leading role in situations
that might well have arisen in England, when it
was known by a weak, tottering nobility that again
a young queen might rule ....
As Edward, Duke of Kent, said in the Introduc
tion in a letter to a friend:
My little girl (Victoria) is, I am delighted
to say, strong and healthy; too healthy, I fear, in
the opinion of some members of my family, by
whom she is regarded as an intruder."
Tl
1 •r
.
the life of Christopher Harnish is influenced by
three factors: first, as above described, the inNovember 1937
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trigue surrounding Victoria's early years; second,
his perpetual guardianship and mother-love
showered on him by Charlotte and "Hurbles," as
Lord Setoun is called; third, his love affairs, es
pecially his inspiring romance with Margaret
Atchill.
Charlotte was the first woman that "Tops" knew
—he met her at a very tender age. She fostered
him, and influenced Lord Setoun, her eternal lover
and her second husband, to care for him until he
reached maturity. These two saved a child of
royal, yet questionable breeding, from what might
have been a life of crime and sordidity, and brought
him up to become a man who won praise and
esteem from all who knew him.
"Tops" was instilled with a fear of all evil as a
result of his horrible experiences as a child "serf". .
"—There they remained, penned in a perpetual
half-light. Icy draughts blew in on them through
the raves, through the joint of the ill-fitting tail
board.—Huddled close together for warmth on the
sodden straw, they spoke but little, for there was
nothing of which to spea'k but misery. They ate
their rations when they were given them, auto
matically, without desire, and for the rest dozed
by fits and starts, waked by a violent battering of
the wind, or the restless movement of one of them
seeking ease for cramped and numbed limbs—"
So, under his guardians' careful training, he was
brought up to be a gentleman in all senses of the
word. He loved in his youth, although he was
afraid to realize it, a young, vivacious American—
Arabella. Then, shipped to Germany to be safe
from her, he discovers a childhood companion of
his "slavery" days, "Deb," now an opera singer,
who has risen to great heights through her own
perseverance, yet is unsoiled by the grind. They
fall in love, a sweet, real love, but she, now Marga
ret Atchill, of the same unquestionable birth as
"Tops," wants to forget the past and sends him
away. Much shaken, he returns to England, to
he seduced on the rebound by Arabella. At this,
his foster-parents ship him to America, where he
uncovers the roots of a great plot against Victoria,
then Princess. Finally he wins Margaret in a
touching, airy finale that closes Wilkins' novel—
He has just realized her one dream. -He has,
through the King, legitimized her birth
(Continued on page 20)
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Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince
Albert. If you don't find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked,
return the pocket tin with the rest of
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refund full purchase price, plus postage.
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...V

I
/

o

ol'.fL

pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every 2-oz.
tin of Prince Albert

y

I*I

Copyright, 1937, E. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

41

A

;

inij

FIRST OF ALL, WE FELLOWS
WANT MILDNESS IN A
PIPE TOBACCO; YET WE LIKE
TASTY SMOKING,TOO.
PRINCE ALBERT GIVES US
BOTH. ITS EXTRA-MILD
WITH GOOD, RICH BODY!

1
/i

0

IF HE COULD, I'LL BET HEb L
APPRECIATE PRINCE ALBERTS
1
SMOOTH, BlTELESS SMOKING AND
RICH, TASTY BODY,'

P .-

IS&

D)

^aSL o

U,

A

I

V

C

m m

"
Of

1

few?

,

TOO BAD HE CAN'T TASTE
-, THE PRINCE ALBERT
^
> IN THAT ,
1 PIPE ,—'

W/if

m,

Jif}

n

(~£i,

1;

o

y

CK

kf

flv ii.

.V

BKS

mj? IV

HERE IS WINTER'S ETERNAL f WELL, DAD,^ ^ THERE - ALL HE NEEDS
SURRENDER TO SPRING.tr^ LET'S MAKE
IS YOUR PIPE DAD, TO ,
LOOK AT THIS BRAVE (WINTER FRIENDS
MAKE HIM LOOK REAL !
LINE OF FLOWERS ONLY iWlTH SPRING.WE'LL
CONTENTED
A LITTLE WAY FROM vr--'BUILD A SNOW MAN v
A"
THAT GLACIER nzZF/A AND GIVE HIM A

SfHi]

HOLD ON, f
CHUBBINS,L
WE'RE TAKING
A A CURVE / ^

\i

:A M

f

s-.-w---

3m PRETTY BLOSSOMS r

%%

^IP

ITS EXTINCT CRATERV

J!

\

>;§M

r>

h

mm POSEY OF THESE

W'

'5^

0]

ERINGE ALBERT

X*'

ALSO
TRY ROLLING
YOUR OWN
WITH P. A.

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE
r

By John R. Barlo w

EARLY KENYON FOOTBALL
bare and unprotected. Things froze tip the night
Intercollegiate football had been played for
before the game, so that on the hard turf Kenyon
several years prior to 1890' at Harvard, Yale and
players were stripped of their equipment—a plaus
Princeton, but in that year the formation of a
ible excuse for the score of 14-0 carried off by
league in Ohio introduced the sport for the first
Denison. During the train trip home the team
time west of the Alleghenies. Kenyon was a mem
learned that Wooster had defeated Ohio State 64-0.
ber of that league, which called itself the Ohio
Kenyon's next opponent was Wooster, whose
Intercollegiate Athletic Association. It held a
main strength lay in a giant Indian. This red
meeting that fall in Gambier to arrange a football
skin formed the center of the now illegal "flying
schedule among the five
colleges represented:
wedge," and was the means whereby Wooster
Denison, Ohio State, Wooster, Buchtel (now
piled up by a score of 30 to Kenyon's 2. The third
Akron) and Kenyon. Akron, however, was unable
game of the year was a "Turkey Day" battle with
to participate; consequently, one team had to play
Ohio State at Columbus. At that time there were
another twice in the same season.
over a thousand students at Columbus to about
five in Gambier. Yet a third of Kenyon's student
Here at Kenyon, hardly any of the players had
body went down to Columbus and beat them
ever heard of a football game, let alone play it. A
18-10:
popular game on the Plill for several years up to
1
In the final game of the year, played against
1890 had been Rugby, the game from which foot
Denison
at Gambier, Guy Buttolph, '92, made the
ball was largely evolved.
first
intercollegiate
touchdown for Kenyon in Deni
But the Lords were very fortunate in having
son
Bowl.
This
touchdown
helped the Lords to
a transfer, William Haus Foley, who had played at
avenge the earlier defeat by Denison by winning
Harvard, among the undergraduates that year.
the game 22-8.
Bill Foley was Kenyon's first coach, and it was he
Some of the side
who taught the
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of the early Ken
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of this new game
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which was so
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favorite.
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K
thoroughly
in 1890
son dates back to
and
1891
(18-10
this first
year of
and 34 - 0) that
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i
State
determined to
Denison was her
i
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revenge and
first opponent — at
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tried in every posGranville. The
sible way to
equipment of this
schedule the Lords
original team confor this purpose.
sisted of baseball
They
even went to
Pants and athletic
BACK ROW: W. J. Watson, R. B. Hubbard H. W. Buttolph
the
extreine
meas
shirts, which left
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of
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the gate receipts
players practically
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ceipts for playing them. This figure was not secure
enough for the Kenyon manager, and he wrote to
Columbus demanding a fiat guarantee to meet ex
penses of $67.60. Finally, the guarantee was made
and the Lords went to Columbus, attracting
a gate of $150, of which their half was $75. State
won that game 26-10, but Kenyon came back the
next year with a 42-6 victory. From then on Ohio
State grew too rapidly for Kenyon to continue
grid relationships with her.
On another occasion, the Lords had to play
Akron in 1892 on a gridiron which was a cow
pasture and had a cement pile in the middle of it.
The Lords ran circles around both the cement
pile and the Akron team to win 52-0.

GAMBIER TENNIS CLUB
Judging from their last summer's record, we
think the Kenyon netters should be just about
"tops" in the country. The boys played in tourna
ments in seventeen states from Texas to Massa
chusetts and in Canada as well. As they split up

and each went his merry way, the only road by
which we can follow them is individually.
McNeill competed in twelve tournaments in six
states from the time school adjourned last June
until the fifteenth of September. His most noted
achievement was the winning of the Queens
County Championship at Forest Hills, New York.
"Jeep" was a finalist in the Eastern Clay Courts
tourney as well as in the Pennsylvania State Clay
Courts.
McNeill played in practically all the
country's big eastern invitational tournaments,
which were held at Springlake and Seabright.
But it was in the National Singles tournament
at the tennis metropolis of the country, Forest
Hills, that Don startled the tennis world. Don
went out and held five thousand people spellbound
as he battled Baron Gottfried Von Cramm in one
of the stiffest matches of the tournament. His
stinging backhand and deep shots carried Von
Cramm to four sets to win. Von Cramm on leav
ing the courts was reported to have remarked,
"I d hate to meet that boy three years from now."
McNeill also beat Wayne Sabin, member of the
(Continued on page SO)

Lines of Comfort
List! Cannot you hear me speaking
in waves breaking
over rooted rocks, and gaining
grace in subtly curving
arches, green and foaming?
Look! Cannot you see me twisted
in red flame—tongues
lifted
toward the sifted
flecks of stars, hung heavened?

*1

My fancy runs unleashed,
untamed;
I sense your spell in all these things
that eagerness trills.
Your fancy, though,
was not confirmed
by imagery's sweet touch
at your first cry.
I hear you gently weeping,
praying for understanding,
so that I may find a language
you, too, can speak.
—William P. Gram
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Spangled Sports
(Continued from page 18)
1937 Davis Cup team, and took Charlie Harris,
eighth ranking netter in the country to boot. Don's
1937 summer exhibition should surely entitle him
to 1938 national ranking. A month ago, Don
received an invitation to participate in the Sugar
Bowl tennis tourney previous to the Sugar Bowl
football classic. This invitation alone indicates
how McNeill has come up in the opinions of tennis
experts, as the Sugar Bowl committee seeks only
the best in the country.
George Pryor, from playing in eight states and
in Manitoba, Canada, won three ranking singles
tournaments and was partner to winning five
doubles tournaments. In his remaining tourna
ments he was nearly always a finalist.
The Singles
tournaments to his credit are the Mobile Invitation
al, Wabash Valley and the Minnesota State open
tournaments. He was partner in various doubles
teams which won the North Carolina State; MidAtlantic at Charlotte, N. C.; Manitoba, Canada,
championship; and the Wabash Valley and Mobile
Invitational Tournaments.
Morey Lewis won the singles in the Iowa State
tournament and was as well a partner in the win
ning doubles combination. He was a finalist in the
singles of the Mississippi Valley tourney, but he
had better luck as one half of the winning doubles

BAUER'S
Excellent for Complete Line
of Foods and Beverages for
Restaurants, Hotels, Colleges
and Clubs

Quality Gets Business

Service Holds It

We Specialize in Both

THE WILLIAM BAUER CO.
CLEVELAND

CHICAGO

team. In the Manitoba open, Morey won the
singles and paired with George Pryor to win the
doubles. Then he went down to Texas where he
got to the last round of the singles at the Delta
Tournament at Beaumont, then finished
things
up nicely by winning the Louisiana State tourna
ment at Baton Rouge before returning to school.
The praises of Gordon Reeder, the last of this
great foursome, for the present must go unsung.
He tried his hand at another racket than tennis
last summer. But to speak of the team as a whole,
we can safely say that it has its Ohio Conference
crown in the bag for next year. The addition of
Paul Graebner next spring should help to make the
team a major contender for the National Intercol
legiate title.

Literary Soundings

(Continued from page 15)
Your spell, Tops! said Margaret very slowly
and softly. 'Listen!'—
'My spell!' said Christopher, listening to the
rustle of fantasies become ghosts.
"All your spell? All?'
He fell on his knees before her. He put his
lips to her hands.
'I have no more, Margaret—Unless—'
The wall of mist closed around the house."
The reader gathers, from even a scanty hour, a
dramatic plot plus a carefully worked, perhaps
too meticulous description of life, customs and
manners of that period of the earlier nineteenth
century. One feels that Wilkins has gone to every
possible source of such material and employed
every trick of writing in order to cram all the data
into his work. His type descriptions include all
modes, articles, and morals in vogue then—from
common dress to the earliest of steam-powered
wagons.
A\ ilkins characters were aptly drawn: the
lovers, "lops and "Del)", victims of the times,
struggling to get their heads above the muck they
were born into; the guardian-angels, Charlotte and
Hurbles, kindly, suffering for those they loved;
the English Royal Family, weak and impotent,
breeding bastards who would destroy their heri
tage, type characters all, they fit into their turbu
lent era.
And so-Victoria is red-blooded, shocking to those
who can t take it; it is a vivid historical character
ization, drawn closely from the pen of a great
stylist, whose living, colorful lines tell a story—
the heralding of the Great Empress.

THE

Lyle Farris Barber Shop
is now more conveniently located on the
ground floor at 9/ West Vine Street.
PHONE 1333
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A Study in Obstetrics
(Continued from page 10)
curiosity-seekers can flock
by the hundreds to
see an innocent baby, victimized by a cheap,
yellow journalist and an ignorant fool of a
father!"
"Hey, Doc, don't talk that way about my pal,
Jim Ryan. He's a white guy. Why he's gonna
give me half o' what the show takes in. He's
a great fella. Why he's sayin' that with all the
stuff he writes about th' kid in th' Times, th'
show 11 be jam full. We'll clean up."
"Indeed. And what does Mrs. Minoski have
to say about this wonderful plan of making
money ?"
"Aw—her? She was sorta hard to convince.
She t'ought th' kid oughta be kept hidden—
sorta secret-like—so that no one would guess

The College Shop
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DAN EMMETT GRILL
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Cocktail Hour 4:30 to 6:00
All Cocktails 20c During That Time

SHAFFER'S
Safety Service Garage
In New Location
OHIO AVE. BETWEEN MULBERRY & MAIN

TAUGHERS'
RELIABLE PRESCRIPTION DRUGGISTS
Everything a Good Drug Store
Should Carry
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anything. But me an' Jim soon told her off. Hell,
Doc, after Jim said that she'd be driving around
in one o' them duzey Chevies pretty quick,
and have a nigger maid and plenty o' new swell
rags, why, she come around quick. She's alius
wanted a nigger maid to push around; she hates
'em!—She's for it, all right!"
"Mr. Minoski—do you really know what you're
doing ?"
"You tell 'em, Doc! Get rich quick—that's my
motto!"
"Just a minute! Can you stand there and look
me in the eye, as a man to man, and tell me
that you can allow your own flesh and blood,
your own child, to be treated like a monkey or
a caged lion? Man, where's your decency? Your
pride? Can you let this . . . this . . . filthy,
cheap
publicity hound tell the whole world about your
unfortunate trouble? Don't you care about your
self-respect, about your family?
No, you
don t give a damn; you're not the type. You'd
rather make a little money for a week or so—
let your baby be stared at by crowds of curious
people, who don't care who he is, or how sad
the sight is, but just want to satisfy an unsated
thirst for seeing something queer. No, you're
not a father—you're a—"
"Cheez, Doc, lemme alone. It ain't gonna hurt
the kid none. He'll be taken care of! And any
way, he never'll be anyt'in' but just a freak.
Hell, you said he'd die in a year or so. Why
shouldn't I make what I can offn him? Ain't
he mine? I didn't ask him to be like that; it
ain't my fault he ain't like other kids. Lemme
alone! Now tell me, Doc, when does he get out?
Jim wants tuh know."
Doctor Roberts stood up from his chair; the
baby hairs on his bald spot ruffled up. ''My
man, he's not going out! Hie's staying here, if
I have to pay for his keep myself."
The door burst open.
"—Here they are. Come on in, Bert. Get your
light ready."
"And who are you?"
"That's me pal Jim from th' Times. Hey, Jim
the Doc says he's gonna keep the kid here. He
won't lemme use him in th' show. Tell him he's
gotta."
"Aw nuts. He ain't got a thing to say about
it. The' kid's yours, ain't he? O. K., Bert—hold
it, Doc!"
The office was filled
with a blinding flash
of
white light as the flashlight
bulb went off.
"Hey, quit that! Whaddaya think you're doing?
Jim, stop him! Help! Watch out for the-camera.
Look out!"
"Oh, yes, I can get away with that. That's one
(Continued on page ZS)
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PARADISE LUNCH SHOP

Among Our Contributors

AND

John C. Neff, Editor of Hika two years ago, con
tributes "Supper at Holtzer's" as his first offering
as an alumnus. Jack is working with a company of
architects and engineers situated in the Terminal
Tower Building in Cleveland.
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UNDER HOTEL CURTIS
Kadette Radio Headquarters
$9.95 and up
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William P. Gram is in his first year at Kenyon
this year. He has already done quite a bit of writ
ing in both prose and poetry. Htis poem, "Lines of
Comfort, ' appears in this issue of Hika.

Phone 895

C. H. DEITRICH
JEWELER
29 E. Gambier Street
MT. VERNON

Hugh R. Lawrence is a member of the class of
"39. "A Study in Obstetrics" is his second story
to appear in Hika this year. Lawrence comes from
a medical family and his story reflects his interest
in professional ethics among medical men. He also
writes Literary Soundings for this issue.

OHIO

John R. Barlow pilots Spangled Sports in this
issue. New to the magazine this year, he pre
sents highlights of early Kenyon football and a
synopsis of the achievements of the tennis team
this past summer.
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(Continued from page 12)
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Supper at Holtzers'
where she were going, she came over to his chair..
Look, I m going over to Gertie's for the evening.
Be back latei. \ ou can tell em I'm over to
Gertie's." Her eyebrows were a dark arch. At
the door again she said, "Tell 'em I'm to Gertie's."
But Paul knew. It would be Joe again tonight, and
he would be meeting her down at the corner drug
store. He always did, and tonight was no different
from any other night.
But that was the trouble. It should have been
different. For this house, at any rate. He had been
going to make it momentous. He had been going
to pour out of his heart—oh, so many things! And
now it had turned out to be the same as every
othei night. lie felt a sudden hatred for his parents
and sister.
Insensitive, unimaginative people,
they hadn't given him half a chance. They were
interested only in themselves. 'Love Ale In The
Springtime' and Joe! What did they know about
love! What did they know about real bliss!
And now he was alone in the empty house dead
in the silence. This was home. Home? By God, this
was his father's home. His father's!
A heavy feeling of insecurity washed over Paul
as he began thinking what his own home life would
be.
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CINEMA
Schine's Vine Theatre
Matinee Daily—2 P. M.—Evenings 7-9 P. M.
Continuous Shows Sunday 2-11 P. M.
Nov. 30, Robert
Montgomery
and
Rosalind
Dec.
1 Russell in "Live, Love and Learn" and
March of Time.
2 Lynne
Overman
in
"Night Club
Scandal" and Coronation Pictures.
3, 4 Ann Sheridan and John Litel in "Alcatraz Island" and "Hopalong Cassidy
Rides Again."
5, 6, 7 Fred Astaire in "Damsel in Distress"
with Burns and Allen.
8, 9 Leslie Howard and Bette Davis in "It's
Love I'm After."
10,11 Edward G. fR'obinson in "The Last
Gangster," Marsha Hunt and Gilbert
Roland in "Thunder Trail."
12, 13 Barbara Stanwyck and John Boles in
"Stella Dallas."
14,15 Lionel Barrymore and Robert Young in
"Navy Blue and Gold."
16 Johnny Downs and Eleanor Whitney in
"Blond Trouble."
17,18 Mickey Rooney and Sophie Tucker in
"Thoroughbreds Don't Cry" a n d
Wheeler and Woolsey in "High Flyers."
Memorial Theatre
Matinee Sunday—2:30 P. M.—Evenings 7-9
P. M.
Stage Show also on Wednesday and Thursday.
Nov. 30, "Elephant Boy."
Dec. 1, 2 Tom Brown and Barbara Read in "The
Man Who Cried Wolf" and "Funfest"
on stage.
3,4 Mickey Rooney in "The Hoosier Schoolboy."
5, 6, 7 Irene Dunne in "The Awful Truth."
8, 9 Irene Hlervey in "The Lady Fights
Back" and "Kum N Thru" on stage.
10, 11 Gene Autry in "Public Cowboy Number
One."
11 "Slalom" and "Carnival in Flanders."
(Two European Pictures-Matinee only).
12, 13 Frieda Inescourt and Walter Abel in
"Portia on Trial."
14 American Legion Minstrel Show.
15, 16 "Paid to Dance" and Stage Show.
17, 18 Wallace Beery in "The Good Old Soak."
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A Study in Obstetrics
(Continued from -page 21)

instance where you're wrong, Mr. Newshawk. Now
you follow your camera—out the door! And if
you ever get inside this hospital again, it will be
on a stretcher. Get out! I've heard enough about
you and your cheap notoriety! Go on!"
"O. K., Doc. Remember—you asked for it. And
you'll get it. Come on, Bert—Mr. Minoski—Don't
worry about your brat; we'll get him out—in
a hurry. So long, Doc, you'll be hearing from me."
The door banged. Dr. Roberts sank back into
his chair. What now? What had he done? Oh,
why did he have to be so soft? Why hadn't he
been born like that reporter—tough, not caring
for anything but his job! But—then—there would
be no happiness for him. He straightened up.
Well, he'd done it. What would come next? Why
shouldn't he put the baby—No, what would hap
pen then to the hospital, to him? Still—no, he
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couldn't. He rang for an orderly. Anyway, they
wouldn't get a picture of that poor little un
fortunate—
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Doctor Roberts was seated at his des'k, play
ing with a paperknife. He was going over the
X-rays again. Mounted on a frame before him,
they showed him—exactly nothing! There was
no hope that an operation could release some
bit of membrane that was holding the limbs from
their normal position. There were 110 limbs there
—just flabby
skin! He slapped the paper-knife
down 011 the desk. There was a knock.
"Come."
An orderly entered. "Superintendent's compli
ments, sir. The Times just out!"
Doctor Roberts took the paper. The orderly
left. The bushy eyebrows contracted as the
doctor scanned the front page of the tabloid.
Well, the reporter had done it, all right. There
was a picture of Minos'ki, looking like the per
fect ass that he was!
"lhen Doctor Roberts told me he was going
to keep our baby from me and my wife. He
woukln t let me even see it again; he said he
would keep it himself. He probably wants to
preserve it for some Medical Museum. But, us,
me and my wife, we want our baby. He's ours,
and we want to take care of him."
Yes, a likely story. That Ryan had written
every word of it. That simpleton Minoski couldn't
even write. Well, that was that. Now what to
do? He might as well give in—he'd done his
part. What business was it of his, anyway? It
wasn't his responsibility. Well, he'd take one
more look at him, and then wash his hands of
the whole affair!
Doctor Roberts arose, filed the X-rays, went
out of his office and across the hall to the elevator,
on his way to the nursery.
There was a knock on the door. Dr. Roberts
opened his eyes. "Come."
A11 orderly entered. "The superintendent says
the Minoskis must leave today. The hospital can't
stand any further publicity. He says to tell you
that's final."
Dr. Roberts barely saw the orderly. He was
looking at something he couldn't quite see. "Yes,
all right."
The orderly left.
The Doctor slumped back in his chair, his
face relaxed; he looked blank. "Yes, all right."
o
He suddenly stared, shook himself. "Yes, all
right."
He picked up the House phone,
"Surgery. . .Smith will operate on the Minoski
baby in the morning!"
7
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PRIVATE SEC
RETARY, Rosa
mond Morse
[right): "Camels make even
a hurry-up
lunch seem
pleasant. They
help my diges
tion run more
smoothly."

TEXAS RANCHER
fabove), Fred McDaniel, says: "I
never saw the beat
of Camels for gen
uine tastiness. Me
and Camels have
been getting along
fine for 15 years."
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COL. ROSCOE TURN
ER [above) :"\ smoke
Camels all I want.
What I especially
like about Camels
is this: After a tir
ing flight, I smoke
a Camel. It sure
tastes good! And I
get a qt.ick, pleas
ant 'lift.'"
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Mrs. J. W. Rockefel
ler, Jr. [left): "I prefer Camels for steady
smoking. I smoke as
many as I please —
they never get on my
nerves. Camels are so
mild —so gentle to
my throat."
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RALPH GULDAHL, {above)
Golf Champion: "Camels
are different from other
cigarettes. Playing against
a star field, my nerves run
thegauntlet.That'sone rea
son I prefer Camels. They
don't frazzle my nerves."
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Benny Goodman's "Swing
School"! Sixty fast min
utes of fun! Every Tuesday
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6:30 pm P.S.T.,WABC-CBS.
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